ager leu” Ria RN 


WHO KNOWS WHAT EVIL LURKS 
~~ IN THE HEARTS OF MEN ? 


STULL 


ON. A DRAMA OF LOVE, 
VIOLENCE AND SUDVEN 
ZEATH IN DARK PLACES! 
THE PLAYERS? A 
HAUGHTY WOMAN OF 
HEART -STOPPING 
ELAUT YA GANGSTER 
WITH A SOUL OF 2457... 
AN? A STRANGE, 


TWISTED CREATURE ‘i | 
DRIVEN BY UNSPEAKABLE { 
TORMENTL : } 


DENNY 
*O'NEIL 


AND | FISANK, 
: 2 BRIN), 


-RACONTEURS.., 


“AN? THE 


) ACE, 


GRIM NEMESIS 
OF FVILI NTIS 

A DRAMA NOT 
TO BE FORGOTTEN! 
IT 1S. 
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"Te Bell Till for rns 


§ UHERE iS NOTHING 
LIKE THE OPENING 
NIGHT OF A NEW 

3 SROAPWAY SHOW: 
NOTHING TO MATCH 


THE ELECTRIC 
EXCITEMENT, 
* THE ANTICIPATION, 3 


% MEN ANP WOMEN... 


tH. 
Siete ee ee ae eh EIEN 


AMONG HER AUDIENCE ARE MARGO 
LANE AN? LAMONT CRANSTON .., 


ee BSPECIALLY WHEN THE STAR OF THE SHOW IS THE 


STUNNING 


ra een OS fed 
15 “VERY WELL, JASON, CS . T "YOU FANCY ty xg Yo 
lf YOU INS/ST ON < w YOURSELF %A a9 = 3 
\t( SEING A CUR, YOu \y A GAY 206 fe 
ACTUALLY, 


CAN BARK ELSEWHERE, 


COMEDIENNE, 
ISN'T SHE, 


LAMONT. — SS 
S THIS PART MARGOS Mi 
SCREAM WAS FEAL: f 


It IS LAMONT CRANSTON WHO If 
DASHES THROUGH THE £X/7... 


-- BUT ITIS THESWADOW WHO EMERGES IN THE ALLEY BEHINP THE THEATER IN TIME TO SEE THE 


MONSTER. FLEEING WHH HIS WC7/M - 


~ ep cent semis By A, a ORIWER 
SAREFEOM A HAM-LIKE Of 


CAR ERUPTS FROM THE 
FORWARD RELENTZESSLY ces 


>- ANP AS THE SLUGS FIND THEIR 7AKGET THE HUGE 
FIGURE REELS AWAY--A HOWL OF KAGE SPEWING 
FROM HIS THROAT... > : 


THEN, THE HARSH BARK OF GUNFIRE-- 


I DON'T SEE NO CHANCE, 
THE BIG Guy OUR JOB IS TO MORAG SWEETY! 
NOWHERE... YA R SNATCH. THE ¥ WE'RE TAKIN! 4 
FIGURE WE ‘ WELL, You KNOW 


WHERE / 


, RELEASE 
-” THE WOMAN: 

THE SHACOW 3 
COMMANDS you! Fas 


as 


mw j 
BN LONG AS 
i) : 

L DON'T CARE 


IP PRESIDENT : ee pon’ | 

ROOSEVELT NOTHIN’ I 
COMMANDS IT, Jfat en, NOTHIN: 
BUSTER. aa 


[CONTINUED ON SEP ‘OLLOWING. @ 


=) 


FIRST. 
YOU CHOSE ye 


ae 
Ay 


YOU DRIVEL 
YOU KNOW ¢ 
THE WAYS 


DON'T BLAST 
AT ME, BUSTER! 
r 


AROUNP THE, 
DAME ! ye 


YOU'RE 
TALKING TO 
EMPTY AIR, 

FOOL! 


I HOFE sol 
H YOU SEEM LIKE 
A FASCINATING 


Parr 


you'LL 
ATTEN? TO 
THE LITTER 

ON THE 

GROUNP, 
OFFICER? 


NE ecerecny% 
hig e dig NO THANKS TO 
P YOU ALL 
' RIGHT, 


i you! 
Miss J 5 


MAYNE ? fe 
GT ip 
Bros oo bs 

Noi) 


TARAS 


. [FINISH SHE DOES -- 7IUMPHANTLY!/ AND ON THE 
9) STREET OUTSIDE... 9 

FINISH MY 

PERFORMANCE, < 


OF COURSE / 


CRALERIETI 


PTT SE 
WAS SO SUPERB iS 
I NEARLY ~ 


FORGOT THE pogsecsssosccs 
INCIDENT WITH 


THAT. 
CREATURE / 


[pd 


I 
IN PNT, 


IAS NO APVRESS«., 
ISSO 


WHERE 
7O, CHEF? 
A BITE TO 
FAT, MAYBE? J 


QUARTERS, YOU. HAVE THE . Wr 
SHREWY! INFORMATION Jt 


I REQUESTED, 4 
BURBANK? A] 


THE HUGE 
FELLOW YOU 
DESCRIBEP 
HAS TO BE 
PILE -- NO 
FIRST NAME-- 


HENCHMAN 
OF JOEY. 
LYCE's / 


| on LYCE... WHO, I DON'T 
NEED TO ADD. IS MIXEP UP. IN 
HALF THE CRIME IN THE S7ATE/ 


“THE NEXT SHOT IS 
N INTERESTING -- 
LYCE ANP 


Wy i 7 bx 
moras mayne! Ny > NG NY 

J a : oe 2 ZY, ) 
SHE WAS HIS . \ oS —4 i) ee 
\ NM ~¢ 


LYCE FOUND HIM 
LIVING IN AN 
ABANPONE? 
BREWERY ANP 


;- IT SHOWS 


GIRL FRIENP 
UNTIL A FEW 
WEEKS AGO! 


YOU FEMALES We PLEASE STOP 

NEVER MAKE CHATTERING! 

SENSE, MARGO! THERE'S WORK 
; ‘TO DO! 


LIKE 2) 4g ATTENTION 
HM GE eee TO ORDERS~!§ 


MARGO, YOU AND SHREVVY WILL WATCH ae YOU ANP I 
MORAG MAYNE'S APARTMENT! BURBANK, ‘SHALL FAY A 


YOU WILL STAN? BY! AND HARRY... Zs 4 VISIT TO 


MMIONIGHT, ON A QUIET MANHATTAN 


ne THIS \S A 
AVENUE... 9 


PRIVATE .38/ 
AN? UNLESS 
YOU. WANT 
YOUR PRIVATE 
HEAD BLOWN 
OFF ier yi 


CHUMP! THIS \s 
HERE'S 

PRIVATE Ir 

PROPERTY. 


IT'S A HEIST! 
GET ‘IM! 


A FELLOW CALLED THE SHADOW 
IS TALKING TO YOUR BOSS, 

LYCE -- AND HE. DOESN'T. ENJOY 
BEING DISTURBED! 


[ELSEWHERE IN THE HOUSE... DON'T -MENTION 
THAT WITCH! SHE 
AM I AS NICE MUST LEAD A 
W TO YOU AS MORAG CHARMED LIFE... AND THE NEXT » WHAT ABOUT 
MAYNE WAS, JOEY 2 THING, MICK'S 4 
} PRECIOUS? ZN 4 IN THE CLUMK 


INA sOWS aes 
FAR I'LL JZZD 
ANSWER ~~ CYP; 

C4 
Ys 


ONE MORE CHANCE, 
LYCE! TALK-- OR 
FEEL THE ANGER 

OF THE SHADOWS, 


ANYTHING 
ABOUT PILE! 


YEAH, WELL,” HE 
VON'T SCARE ME! 
IM STL GONNA 
NAIL MORAG! 

SHE COULD TELL 
THE COPS PLENTY-- 4g 


Pe” 4a 
ME sytyt, MEET AGAIN, JOEY yy, / = 


gr geile 


J we 
CAG SLLED 
~—BUT SHE WIG fen 
won'r vere Wap 
SHE'S AT THE ly 
BOTTOM OF Jigga 
THE RIVER 
WEARING 
CONCRETE! 


HOUR HE DONE HIS, \ 
IN FRONTOF A” 9] AaAPPEARIN’ ‘e 
LUXURY APART- ACT! SOMETIMES Jay 
MENT SLILPING I SWEAR THE | 


WHERE MORAG CRIEE AIN'T 


a7 HUMAN! 


@UISIPE MORAG MAYNE’S --AN? WITH/N, THE ACTRESS STUDIES A SCRIPT, UNAWARE 
QUARTERS, TWO OFFICERS OF HER WS/70R UNTIL, 
IMPROVE THEIR Mives-~ 


OH MY I ASSUMED THAT RAT 
MYSTERIOUS \G STAND? T HAVE LICE SENT YOu! BUT 
BENEFACTORIY & QUESTION», PERHAPS NOT... WHEN I 
YOU STARTLEP | WHY DIP PLE WAS DATING JOEY, PILE 

ME! COME-- TRY TOQABDUCT WAS ALWAYS MOON/ING 
SIT NEXT TO ye ; 
ME AND WE'LL 


I PREFER TO 


HE'S SWEET'ON ME! THE - 
POOR CREEP. HE MAKES 


he ONY SKIN CRAWL! | 


BUT HE'S A See 
SUBJECT! I'D RATHER, 
DISCUSS Us /°T. HAVEN'T 
YET 7HANKEP YOU-~NOT 
PROPERLY! | 


YOUR LIPS... 
COLP AS /CEL 
WHAT KIN? OF 


WitHouT 


A HULKING s 
MASS SMASHES . 
selereas TAE 


With THe Force ¢ —— 
OF A BATTERING “< 
RAM, THE SHADOW : 
SLAMS INTO THE < 
DOOR, SPLINTERING: 
THE FRAIL WOOD.,, 


*RIDOR! 


‘ However, THE SHADOW ACTS LIKE A STEEL SPRING 


Voxay Boro! ] rorcet maT.\| BNcoLINe-- 


} LET'S SEE SOME cirancy! HELP 
/CENTIFICATION! }| WE PUT THE 


CUFFS ON HIM! 


[less THAN A MUTE 
HAS PASSED! . NONE- 
THELESS, THE SHADOW 
FINDS THE ACTRESS’ 
ROOM EMPTYL FOR 

A MOMENT HE 

STANDS SILENTLY, 
ABREEZE FROM 

THE SHATTERE? 
WINDOW PLAYING fii 
ON HIS BROODING Hy 
FEATURES... 


: ~-ANG TELL WE'RE GONNA 
yrv ‘EM TO CURE THE: 
BOSS, YER i BaP PRG. so M, 


HUNCH PAIR OFFS 
MAXIE SEEN PILE BOTH FULE PERMANENTLYS 
AN? MOKAG 


ANP THE DAME GOIN” 
INTO THE OLD ARE GETTING 
To BE Aas! 


T THAT INSTANT, vvy! 
WAT THAT INSTANT, SHREVVY'S Pe APE GUY 
cI 


TAX! IS KNIF) E o . 
NiGHT-- bade ae LIMBEP TO THE SAVE THE STORY, ESCAPED 
yy “ ROOF WITH THE SHREVVY! THE WHERE? 


k DOLLY ANP, } CHIEF KNOWS, SURELY, 
Diao . PILE ESCAPED - HE DIDN“r A 
I TELL YA, WITH THE GIRL! Flies reTURN To ff 


CHIER I 
NEVER SEEN 


% 


AT THe EDGE OF THE cITy, 
THIS CRUMBLING STRUCTURE 
LAYS HEAVY UPON THE EARTH... 
SILENT, EXCEPT FOR THE SOUND 
OF RATS' FEET... THE STENCH 
OF DECAY MINGLING WITH THE 
GHOSTLY ODOR OF MALT... 
a STARK, GRIM, LONELY AS A 
WIDOW WAITING FOR A LOVER 
| 4 LONG DEAD-- 


~w: 
ae OR! Tia 


Ane INSIDE, TWO. PAIRS OF EYES REGARV 


EACH OTHER, THE FIRST FILLER WITH LOATHING.., 
THE SECONP FILLE? WITH ZEVO770ON.- 


W NICE _ HE KILL 
’ Lapy SAFE ¥ TOUCH ME! 4 ‘ NICE Lapy/ 
I@ANT BEAR ) 

YOUR TOUCHL 


BARI SN A, 


NO, MARGO--NOT TO 
LYCEL I'M GUESSING 
HE'S GONE... MHOMES 


I SUPPOSE I'M , é 
GRATEFUL! BUT. \agerowes lm! POLICE BAD! 
CAN WE LEAVEE MAN IN 
GO TO THE BLACK Bap! 


WE STAY 


YOU PATHETIC 
BEAST! CAN'T 


: 
SX. 


With AN OPDLY AWKWARP GRACE, PILE -LAND UTTERS A LOW GROWL AS HE 
LOPES TO A LOOKOUT. SQUINTS AT THE RECOGNIZES HIS HATED FORMER BOSS -- 


MOONLIT SCENE BELOW-- 


FPREMBLING WITH HASTE, HE RETURNS TO MORAG 
MAYNE AND -- 


MAXIE, 

7 YOU AND 
/ GRIFF GO 
{UP THEM 
| STEPS! ME 
} ANP EDDY'LL 

CIRCLE TO 
THE REARS 


--YOU TAKE 
IN CASE I’ DON'T 
sToP ‘EM! 


BS MINUTE TICKS BY... ANOTHER-* ANZ... 


WE'RE POIN' YAS 
A FAVOR, PILE! YOU 
CAN'T L/KE LIVIN] — 


UGLY LIKE, 


HE'S GOTTA BE, 
AFTER THE BURST 
WE GIVE ‘IM/ 


Summonev sy 
THE SOUND OF 
THE GUNFIRE, 
JOEY LYCE 
FINDS THE 
BROKEN GRIFF-- 


et OR 8 
<s 
“aa 


STRAIGHT 
7O THAT 
BIG Yar, 


~ Li 
YEAH... THEY 
GOTTA BE BEHIND Y 
? Sieh. G2 (tl .L CHECKED...- 
Wifey THERE AIN’T NO \ 
4 Wwisiee a iV OTHER EX/7. FROM Ait 
} THIS JOINTS . 


THAT. LAUGHS 
COMIN' FROM ..S] 


2RO-THER! 
YOU DON'T LEAVE 
MUCH WORK FOR 
THE MRE HANPS, 
PO YOU, CHIEF? 


JuDPLED IN A CORNER, RIGID_WITH “TERROR, 


MORAG MAYNE CLUTCHES THE COLZ BUCKING 
REVOLVER -- 


LYCEL IM 
SORRY, PILEL 


Ss 
SSS] --UNLESS 


ie 

CAN'T YOU GZZ 

EVEN SHEP fF SS" CRYING IS Za 
wy 


Se IN THE 
“S\. SCRIPT! 


"/ No! No TEARS 
1 “FOR PILE», HE WOULPN!T 
WANT THEM! ANP 

_, BESIDES -- 


. seh * 

D LAUGH OF 7RIUMPA 
RINGS INTO THE CLEAR | 
MORNING.» YET, Mt 
SWITH THE TRIUMPH IS A 


OF SORROW FOR THE 
PFOLLY AND THE GRANDEUR; 
HE LOVE AN? THE HATE 


PK | 


*onma\\t 
= 


Wa 


t Pa 
esp] NEXT ISSUE ON SALE DURING THE SECOND WEEK IN SEPTEMBER. 


Again, a Frank Robbins Shadow, which makes 
printing the letters below particularly ap- 
propriate. Reaction to Frank's first job, “Night of 
Neptune’s Death” in #5 was ... well, mixed is 
maybe the best word. 

Take a fook for yourself... 


Dear Mr. O'Neil and Mr. Robbins: i 

| have all five issues of The Shadow and have 
enjoyed all five and appreciated the artwork of 
Mike Kaluta. I tell you truly, though, that Frank 
Robbins artwork captures and entrances me; for 
me, Mr. Robbins' artwork brings to life, more so than 
previous issues, the vengeful, unrelenting spirit of 
The Shadow. 

I just had to tell you this. 

Thank you for all the pleasure given to me 
through The Shadow. 

George Kentonzos, Boulder, Colo. 


Dear Denny, 

Here | am again. Now | talk about issue #5 of 
The Shadow. 

As usual, the writing and the story were good. | 
wish | could say the same about the art. | own a 
Detective comic with Frank Robbins’ art for The 
Batman. | dislike that art. On The Shadow, | dislike 
it even more. } 

In order to make up for issue #5, issue #6 has to 
be better than the masterpiece Mike Kaluta 
promised. , 

Michael A. Berger (No address given) 
Dear Denny, 

Concerning “Night of Neptune's Death” | have 
only words of praise. e 

The only thing that sort of displeased me was 
General Sodom’s death. Sodom is the kind of villain 
(like King Cobra) who matched The Shadow in 
brains and resourcefulness. He deserves a return; 
hoot. 

Donwyn Newsome, Newark,-N.Y. 


Did you actually see the general die, Donwyn?” 
Maybe he did survive the plunge into’ the sea. 
Guess who knows ... 

Dear Mr. Robbins, ? 

| expect there will be a large amount of mail 
against your portrayal of The Shadow. | was almost 
tempted to write one myself. 

However, the more | read The Shadow, the 
more | enjoyed your art. | thought your drawings of 
everyone but The Shadow were as good as, if not 
better than, Mike Kaluta’s drawings. | especially, 
liked Margo. 

Now, to analyze your Shadow drawings: The 
problem is quite simple. It fies in the way you~ 
show shadows under his eyes (eg., panel four, page 
three). Without these shadows, your Shadow is. 
quite good. : 

Perhaps this would not seem bad if you were the 
first Shadow artist—people would be criticizing 

“Kaluta. But you are the second artist, and we 


} 


readers have certain ideas now as to how The 
Shadow should look. 
So, if you can be comforted by this thought—in 
a possible sea of criticism, you have at least one 
friend. 
J. Douglas Wellington, Philadelphia, Pa 


You aren't Frank's on/y admirer, Doug. Not by 
quite some... 


Dear Denny: 

How wrong could | be? 

| knew beforehand that issue #5 would be 
drawn by Frank Robbins and almost cried over this. 
| asked myself that age-old question: “How come 
you guys can't leave something good alone?” 
Before | even saw ish #5, | began praying for Mike 
Kaluta to return, least | firebomb DC headquarters 
for my revenge. 

The magazine hit the stands Wednesday. | pick- 
ed it up and glanced through it between fits of un- 
controllable rage. After | brought it home and 
knocked down a Dr. Pepper to regain control, | read 
it. Boy, was | wrong! | liked it!! Granted, it was a 
different artist with a different style, but it was ac- 
tually good enough to relate the stories occurring in 
the “dirty thirties./And when | got back-to the 
letters page and read that Kaluta would. be back 
with a masterpiece, | screamed with joy. - 

Don’t get me wrong—! want Kaluta permanent- 
ly on The Shadow. But if you can’t keep him, then § 
want Robbins: 4 B 

Robert Kovalski, Clifton, N.Y. 
Dear Denny, 

The Tibetan monks who educated The Shadow 
surely knew their stuff. There are three precautions, 
recognized world over, for preventing the powers of 


-evil from stealing a man’s soul: Veil the mouth. En- 


circle the ring finger. And don’t let anyone know 
the man’s real name. : 

Steve Chapman, Winnetka, Ill. 
Dear Denny O'Neil. 

Thank you for printing The Shadow. Ever since 
my dad told me about The Shadow, I’ve wondered 
more and more about him. Now that | know about 
him, I'll admit he is the greatest superhero of all 
time. 

Tom Hunter, Newark, Ohio 


And, at the bottom of the page... . 
-+. we'll bet that the great Robbins Controversy 
tages on after you, Shadowphiles digest this 
issue. Rage to: 
i 75 Rockefeller Plaza - 

New York, N.Y, 10019 
And if you'd like to see what the present-day 
Shadow is up to, as well as read about a 
previously unrecorded past exploit, | suggest 
you catch Batman #259, which should be 
available at approximately the same time as the 


» magazine you're holding. 


Till next outing ... peace. 


Semngie. Sy 


a Bae a 


SIA ANGE i 


